C   A   L   I   S   T   E

for, without being at all offended, she formed
merely a higher opinion of my heart. All this was
very natural, and only varied from the truth by
shades, which she had not the means of divining.

Eight days went by, during which it seemed to
me that I had ceased to live. Restless, disordered,
moving about continually as if I were seeking
something and finding nothing, indeed, not
seeking anything, but only desiring to escape from
myself, and to escape in turn from everything that
met my gaze. Ah, madam! what a condition was
mine I And I was to endure one yet more cruel I

One morning, during breakfast, Sir Harry said,
coming up to me, " I see that you are so unhappy
that I am always afraid that you, too, will go away.
Now I have an idea. People advise mamma some-
times to marry again, I would rather have you
than anyone else for my father; then you would
stay with me; or you would take me with you if
you should ever go away,"

Lady Betty smiled. She appeared to think that
her son was merely putting me in the way of
making a proposal that I had been considering for
some time. I made no reply. She thought that
this was from embarrassment, from timidity. But
my silence lasted too long. My father answered
for me, " That is a very good idea of yours, my
dear Harry," he said, " and I natter myself that
some day or other everyone will think the same."

" Some day or other! " said Lady Betty. " You
think me more prudish than I am. I shall not
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